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ARAMANTHA

A  PASTORAL

UP with the jolly bird of light,

Who sounds his third retreat to night,

Fair Arabian tha from her bed

Ashamed starts, and rises red

As the carnation-mantled morn.,                             5

Who now the blushing robe doth spurn,

And puts on angry grey, whilst she,

The envy of a deity,

Arrays her limbs, too rich indeed

To be enshrin'd in such a weed;                            10

Yet lovely 'twas, and strait, but fit,

Not made for her, but she to it:

By nature it sate close and free,

As the just bark unto the tree:

Unlike love's martyrs of the town,                        15

All day imprison'd in a gown,

Who, rack'd in silk 'stead of a dress,

Are clothed in a frame or press,

And with that liberty and room

The dead expatiate in a tomb.                              -20

No cabinets with curious washes,
Bladders, and perfumed plashes,
No venom-temper'd water 's here,
Mercury is banished this sphere:
Her pail 's all this, in which wet glass                   25

She both doth cleanse and view her face.

Far hence all Iberian smells,
Hot amulets, pomander spells;
Fragrant gales, cool air, the fresh
And natural odour of her flesh                              30

Proclaim her sweet from thj womb as morn.
Those colour'd things were made not born,
Which, fix'd within their narrow straits,
Do look like their own counterfeits.
So like the Provence rose she walk'd,                    35

Flower'd with blush, with verdure stalk'd;
Th' officious wind her loose hair curls,
The dew her happy linen purls,
But wets a tress, which instantly
Sol with a crisping beam doth dry.                       40